THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
books lying on the mantelpiece. Some of the covers
seemed to me rather attractive. There was one with
a charming little woman, clad in black stockings and
very little else, kicking a brightly-painted balloon.
'What are those?' I asked.
'Spanish trash!'
I picked one up and opened it. I read something
like 'Amando con callores ma dio pallandra.'
(Which means nothing at all.)
'Is it all trash?' I asked.
'Certainly.'
I turned another page. Then, in as mild a voice as
possible ~ 'How do you know?'
Mr. Sumner looked almost annoyed. 'How do we
know? How do we . . .'
I interrupted him. 'Of course,' I said, *I don't
read Spanish myself. So I'm not really qualified to
judge.'^
'I think you may satisfy yourself that we act on the
advice of people who are qualified to judge.'
'I see/ There was a pause. Then, as brightly as
possible, 'What about the streets?'
*I don't think that you will find much to censor,
to-day, in the streets of New York,' said Mr. Sumner.
'Then where have they all gone?'
'Who?'
'The women/
Mr. Sumner wanted a moment to allow me to
realize the full coarseness of my remark. Then he
said, 'There are, unfortunately, places where they still
collect*
'Many?'
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